THURSLEY

in creation swarm around me, I should never make
written note of them. I comforted myself with the
reflection that even if I had supplied our Elvira Hobbs
with a sufficiency of specimen diary I should never have
been able to finish her story off very effectively. For it
would have been rather lame, although like the truth, to
have had her completed diary rejected by all the
publishers9 readers in London, including myself, and then
either put away in a drawer to be forgotten or else
published at the expense of her kind husband. And to
have her irate, unkind husband murder her when he
found she was becoming "one of those writing women"
would have been too sensational for my habitual manner
of treatment; though it would have given the magazine
illustrator the chance which he usually demands of a
prone form, a stern man in a dinner-jacket, and a
revolver with smoke still spiring upwards past the
napery, the glasses, and the decanter of port.

(But I was still on the bench at the Thursley Cricket
Ground.) It was almost too hot to move, but very
pleasant up there with the commons below, ridge after
ridge of hills fading behind them and, in the other
direction, the red roofs of the village outskirts. It would
have been pleasant to stay there, or to tread again the
old street of cottages and climb to churchyard and
church and Rapley's farm which has King John walls in
it. The church has newly discovered Saxon windows
with the original wooden frames in them; it has also a
magnificent lot of oak supporting roof and tower. And
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